

























MALVOLIO.　‘Tis but fortune ; all is fortune.　Maria once told me she did 
affect me : and I have heard herself come thus near, that, should she fancy, it 
should be one of my complexion.　Besides, she uses me with a more exalted 
respect than any one else that follows her.　What should I think on’t?
SIR TOBY.　Here’s an overweening rogue!
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FABIAN.　O, peace! Contemplation makes a rare turkey-cock of him : how 
he jets under his advanced plumes!
SIR ANDREW.　‘Slight, I could so beat the rogue!
SIR TOBY.　Peace, I say.
MALVOLIO.　To be Count Malvolio!
SIR TOBY.　Ah, rogue!
SIR ANDREW.　Pistol him, pistol him. （2.5.21-34）
1-2
FESTE.　Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits?
MALVOLIO.　Fool, there was never man so notoriously abused.　I am as 
well in my wits, fool, as thou art.
FESTE.　But as well?　Then you are mad indeed, If you be no better in 
your wits than a fool. （4.2.86-90）






VIOLA.　Save thee, friend, and thy music : dost thou live by thy tabour?
FESTE.　No, sir, I live by the church.
VIOLA.　Art thou a churchman?
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FESTE.　No such matter, sir : I do live by the church ; for I do live at my 
house, and my house doth stand by the church.
VIOLA.   So thou mayst say, the king lies by a beggar, if a beggar dwell near 
him ; or, the church stands by thy tabour, if thy tabour stand by the church.
FESTE   You have said, sir.  To see this age! A sentence is but a cheveril 
glove to a good wit : how quickly the wrong side may be turned outward! 
（3.1.1-13）
2-2
VIOLA.　This fellow is wise enough to play the fool ;
And to do that well craves a kind of wit :
He must observe their mood on whom he jests,
The quality of persons, and the time,
And, like the haggard, cheque at every feather
That comes before his eye.　This is a practise
As full of labour as a wise man’s art
For folly that he wisely shows is fit ;
But wise men, folly-fall’n, quite taint their wit. （3.1.59-67）
2-3 
OLIVIA.　Stay :
I prithee, tell me what thou thinkest of me.
VIOLA.　That you do think you are not what you are.
OLIVIA.　If I think so, I think the same of you.
VIOLA.　Then think you right : I am not what I am.
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OLIVIA.　I would you were as I would have you be!
VIOLA.　Would it be better, madam, than I am?
I wish it might, for now I am your fool. （3.1.133-40）







ANTONIO.　If you will not murder me for my love, let me be your servant.
SEBASTIAN.　If you will not undo what you have done, that is, kill him 
whom you have recovered, desire it not.　Fare ye well at once : my bosom is 
full of kindness, and I am yet so near the manners of my mother, that upon the 
least occasion more mine eyes will tell tales of me.　I am bound to the Count 
Orsino’s court : farewell.
Exit
ANTONIO.　The gentleness of all the gods go with thee!
I have many enemies in Orsino’s court,
Else would I very shortly see thee there.
But, come what may, I do adore thee so,














ANTONIO.　That most ingrateful boy there by your side,
From the rude sea’s enraged and foamy mouth
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was :
His life I gave him and did thereto add
My love, without retention or restraint,
All his in dedication ; for his sake
Did I expose myself, pure for his love,











ORSINO.　Dear lad, believe it ;
For they shall yet belie thy happy years,
That say thou art a man : Diana’s lip
Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe
Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound,
And all is semblative a woman’s part.
I know thy constellation is right apt
For this affair. Some four or five attend him ;
All, if you will ; for I myself am best
When least in company.　Prosper well in this,
And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord,















If nothing lets to make us happy both
But this my masculine usurp’d attire,
Do not embrace me till each circumstance
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump
That I am Viola : which to confirm,
I'll bring you to a captain in this town,
Where lie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help
I was preserved to serve this noble count.
All the occurrence of my fortune since
Hath been between this lady and this lord.
SEBASTIAN
［To OLIVIA］ So comes it, lady, you have been mistook :
But nature to her bias drew in that.
You would have been contracted to a maid ;
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived,
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